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M y glafle fliall not perfwade me I am oiild. 

So long as- youth and thou arc ofone date, 

But when in thee times forrwes I behould. 

Then look I death my dales fliould expiate. 

For all that beauty that doth couerthee, 

Is but the fecmely rayment of my heart, 

Which4n thy brett dothliue,as thincinme. 

How can I then be elder then thou art? 

O therefore loue be ofthy felfe fo wary, 

As I not for my lei fe, but for thee will. 

Bearing thy heart which I wdlTkeepe fo chary 
As fender nurfe her babe from faring ill, 

Prefiime not on thy heart when mine is flaine, 

Thou gau ft me thme not to giue backc againe. 

A O 

S an vnperfefl a<ftor on thei?ag^, . 

Who w ich his feare is put belidcs his part; 

Or fomc fierce thing repleat with^oo much rage, 
Whofe ftrengths abondance weakens his owne hcartfr 
So I for feare of truft, forget to fay, 

Tlic perfedl ceremony of loucs right. 

And in mine ownc loucs ftrength feeme to decay, 
Gre-charg d wich burthen of mine owne loues might; 
cO let my books be then the eloquence, 
cA:id domb prefagers of my ^eakin<> breft, 
c Who plcadc for loue,and look for recompence, 

^Morc then that tonge that more hath more expreft, 

<0 learnc to read what filent louc hath writ,^ 

^To hearc wit eies bdongs to loues fine wiht, 
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Tnc eye hath play’d the painter and hath ftcel^ . 
f by beauties forme in table of my hearty . 

My body 1 $ the fiame wherein tiVheld, 

And peifpe^iue it is beft Painters art. 

.For through the Pinter muft you fee his skill. 

To 


Sonnets# 

To finde where your true Image pi£lur* d lies. 
Which in my bofomes fhop.is hanging ftil. 

That hath his windowes glazed with thine eves: 
Now fee what good-turnes eyes for eies haue done. 
Mine eyes hauedrawme thy fliape,and thine for me 
A re w'indowes to my breft, w here-through the Sun 
Delights to pcepe,to gaze therein on thee 
rYct eyes this cunning want to grace their art 
cThcy draw but what they fce,k now not the hart© 

C T Et thofe w'ho are in fauor with their ftars, 

^ JL , Ofpublike honour and proud titles boft, 

^ W hiift 1 v\ home fortune of fiich try umph bars • 
i Vnlookt for ioy in that I honour mofi; 

Great Princes fauorites their faire ieaues Ipread, 

^ But as the Maiygold at the funs eye, 

^ And tn them-felues their prid : lies buried, 

C For at a frownc they in their glory die. 

The^painefull warrierfamofedfor w'orth, 
c After a thoufand vi(5lorics once foild, 
c Is from the bookc of honour rafed quite, 

' And all the reft forgot for w hich he coild: 
cc Then happy T that loue and am bcloucdl 
c ^ Where I may not remouc,nor be remoueda 
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< T Ord of my loue, to whomc in raflalage 

< JLThymerrithachmy dutieftrongly kmt^ 

< Tothee I fend this written ambaflage 

<. To witnefle duty, not to ifliew my wit. 
i Duty fo great, which wit fo poorc as mine 
cMay make feeme bare,in wanting words to flicwit} 
c But that I hope fome good conceipt of thine 
cln thy foulcs thoughtjf ail naked;^ will bettow it: 

Til whatfocuer ftar that guides my mouing. 

Points on me gratioufly with faire afpeft. 

And puts apparrcU on my tottered louing, 
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